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| don\'t know okay i suck at naming things 


| pick up one of the many shirts lying on the floor. | think this one originally belonged to James, but | just can't 


be sure of that any more. It's a black Samhain shirt, anyway, it's clean enough to wear. 


When | get into the living room, Dave is still passed out on the couch. | grab some (only a little stale) bread 
and butter. | lift up Dave's legs and put them back in place over mine as | turn on the ty, and start putting 
butter on my bread. Dave doesn't even move and | wonder if he's actually dead. As I'm checking his pulse a 
chick walks into the kitchen, turning on the sink, | can still see her from the couch. She's wearing nothing but 
one of James's shirts and a g string. | get a good look at her ass. It's kind of big, and really shapely. 
Apparently, James got really lucky last night. Dave's alive, and so is my cock | wonder if James would be up 


for some sharing. 


As | think about asking him, he comes walking out of the bedroom. He's wearing nothing but a pair of boxers 
and raging hard-on. He walks straight to the chick and grabs her waist. He pushes himself against her and 
mumbles in her ear. | grow harder by the minute. | don't hear what he's saying but the tone of his voice is 
clear enough. The girl giggles and he starts rubbing against her. She wriggles her ass and I'm rock hard. Maybe 
it's not just her, | never cared who | got boners for, but if James would find out that | might be getting hard 
for him.. Well, | don't really know what, exactly he would do, but I'm sure he wouldn't get me off. He is looking 


kind of hot, especially as he rubs her belly up and down. | wonder what it would feel like if he did that to me. 
She looks to be enjoying it well enough. 


Just as James leads her back to the bedroom, Dave wakes up. He murmurs inaudibly and makes a sleepy kind 
of frown. His hair is ruffled and he's got big black circles under his eyes. | only know that he came in 
stumbling in last night reeking of alcohol, vomit and cheap perfume and something else that | couldn't even 
identify. 

"Lars is that your boner poking against my leg?" He grunts. 

"Well, yeah." 

He lifts his legs off mine. 

"Were you getting off on mel?" He exclaims. 

"No! God not!" | tell him, | have seen him kick peoples asses, | wouldn't want to be among those people. 

"What? I'm not hot enough for you?" He chuckles. 

"Sure you are, you want me to get off on you?" 

"Maybe later," he stands up, "I need some coffee." 

Maybe later? | was not expecting that. | always thought that Dave had the same aversion from homosexuality 
as James had. But if the opportunity arose | wouldn't be opposed for the kind of later that Dave was 
suggesting. Damnit l'm a slut. 

Dave comes back nurturing a cup of hot coffee. He's wearing a raggedy old Black Sabbath shirt and a pair of 
worn jeans. His wild orange hair is standing out in all directions and his lips are red puffy, and they kind of look 
as if they'd been put to good use the night before. He sits down beside me. 

"Sooo what kind of later were you talking about?" | try to ask nonchalantly. 

"Do you want me to stick my hard cock in your ass Lars?" He asks sarcastically. 

“Well... What!?" 

‘lm bi, Lars, and you're kind of cute." 


My eyes open up wide. Dave? 


"Well, | wouldn't mind, you know." | answer before | even know what's gotten into me. 


He slowly and almost shyly moves in closer and puts his arm around me. My stomach tingles and | remember 
that | have a raging hard on. He slowly moves his hand towards it, as if he's expecting me to stop him. His 
hand settles on the head and he slowly starts rubbing it through my shorts. It feels good and | let out a little 
sigh. | cautiously pull my pants lower and lower, revealing my cock and he takes it whole in his hand. | notice 
that his face is dangerously close to mine, but he seems to be hesitating slightly. | don't though, and pull his 
mouth in for a passionate kiss. He's a great kisser, but | think thats only to be expected, with lips like his. He 
keeps rubbing me as we make out and | put my hands under his shirt. | lift it off with my hands tight against 
his hot flesh. 


"Lars," he mumbles under his breath. 

"Yeah?" 

"If l'd have known you'd be up for this I'd have fucked you a lot sooner!" 

He takes off my t-shirt and rubs my chest his hands and his fingers rub my nipples, it feels hot. On a sort of 
impulse | throw off my shorts and climb in his lap. My cock rubs against his firm belly as we roughly kiss. His 
fingers reach down to his pants and he pulls down his zipper and reveals his cock rock hard. | reach down and 
start stroking it firmly. 


"Lars," he moans, "be a darling and fetch the lube." 


| get up and hop into the bathroom, and pick up the bottle of lube, when I'm back at the couch Dave has 
stripped completely naked. | jump onto the couch to him. 


‘Lars, honey, you have a bed let's go there." 
And so we do, we walk into my dirty room, | lay on the bed and he climbs on top of me, between my legs. He 
still has the lube in hand and coats his fingers with it. Then slowly pushes one finger into me and | gasp. He 


moves it about a little and quickly sticks the other in and pushes his fingers in hard. They brush against my 
prostate and | yelp. 


"Right there." 

He takes out his fingers and grabs the lube again and coats his dick with almost just one move, | wonder how 
much practice he's had. He throws it away and positions himself between my legs. His lubed cock rubs against 
mine. 


"Don't wait." | whisper. 


He doesn't, he goes ahead and aggressively shoves it in without hesitation. | yell out loud becouse it hurt more 
than | expected. It's not my first time but Dave really knows what he's doing, because seconds later | yell 


again, this time with pleasure. He's moving his hips and pounding into me. | can only concentrate on his big 
pulsating dick moving into me, and his hot wet lips kissing mine. His hand grabs my hip and | feel his fingers 
digging into my flesh. He's so rough and when he pulls his mouth off mine | can see the exact same face he 
always makes on stage, when playing the guitar. | smile, of course that's his sex face. | feel like coming, my 
dick rubs against his hard, taut belly and his moaning makes me twice as horny as before. They sound so 
amazing, I'd like to hear him sing. He's so big inside me and he's rubbing against my prostate again and again. It 
feels so good and | don't notice how loud l'm moaning until a loud knock comes on the wall. We both give each 
other a look and he keeps on thrusting into me. | get hotter and hotter and the pleasure grows until only 
moments later, it tops off and | can't help but yell as my hot juice spews all over his chest. He keeps moving 


but soon after | can feel him come, hot and wet inside me. 


He lies on top of me for a bit, with his cock all spent but still pulsating and hot. Then he rolls off and lays 


down beside me. 

"God." He murmurs. 

"Yeah." | concur. 

"Promise me something Lars," he says, as the midday sun shines in the window. 
"What?" 

"Promise me this won't be our only time." 


I's a promise | readily give. 


